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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
|really can\'t explain this, except it came to me one night, and | was kind of surprised by it. That said, | 
*really* like this one! 


"You've been such a tease all day long, you know that?" 


The voice was low and accented in his ear, hot breath washing over the sensitive skin as goosebumps shot 
down his arms. The hallway was barely illuminated from one nearly-dead light and the ‘recording-in-progress' 
sign, tinting the walls red around them. Bob couldn't stop the gasp or shiver as the cold wall met his back; the 
chipped paint catching on his shirt. 


Dave was closer than he was used to, and if he was honest with himself, it wasn't helped by the fact that his 
jeans were feeling tighter. Glasses over stormy blue eyes bored into his as a sure hand crept along his side, 
sending tantalizing short circuits along his whole body. He smelled like an alluring mix of cigarette smoke, dust, 
and a hint of the whiskey they'd all shared earlier that day. Swearing, Bob almost made a move to pull away 
but something about that hand, teasingly mapping out his hip, made him stay. 


"LI have?" 


"Yep. A man can only take so much, Bobby-boy," said Dave, his accent growing thicker as Bob swallowed hard, 
feeling arousal surge through him again. Boldly, Dave's hand shifted down, cupping the growing bulge and making 
Bob feel as though his knees had suddenly gone weak. 


"|.uh-heh, we shouldn't - ohgod - be doing this, Dave." 
"Why not?" 


The voice was actually curious. Curious while the entire time he was rubbing and massaging the growing flesh 


as Bob squirmed. 


"LOh god, | can't think when you do that," Bob finally managed, pulling away, eyes wide and face flushed. He felt 
hot all over, his shirt sticking to him and his jeans tented. He couldn't remember being this hard in a long time, 


and certainly not from having another guy touch him. 


Dave's gaze rested on his crotch for a long moment before he spoke, "You don't have to think about it at all. 
Just enjoy it," he said, smiling carefully and taking a step closer. The red light from the sign shone above them, 
turning Dave's hair into a cloud of searing light even as Bob felt like he was doing something more than not 
analyzing anything. 


"'ve.l've never." 
He couldn't finish it. 


Moving closer, Dave rested an arm against the wall, his lips barely brushing against his jaw line. A shiver 
worked it's way down his spine, making every hair stand up on the way down. He waited for the rush of shame 
as Dave's lips pressed against his, but he found that while he waited for it, more interesting things were 
happening. 


Roughly, a hand was unbuttoning his jeans, the feeling of the zipper being lowered seemingly echoing through 
the empty hall. For a moment, he stayed tense, letting Dave's mouth coax a response from him. Nerves nearly 
made him stop the whole thing until a hand wrapped around his cock drew a moan from him. Calluses were a 
wonderful thing, thought Bob, as Dave slowly mapped out the feel of him. Relaxing, he kissed Dave back, feeling 


the surge in Dave's erection and his own as their tongues tangled. 


Uncaring of who could see, he lifted his hips as Dave pushed his pants down, the feeling of the cold air hitting 
him in more ways than one. Pulling back, he let his head touch the wall as he swallowed hard. Sweat was 
beading all over his neck as he choked back louder groans and what he was sure would have been whimpers, 
had they been released. The slow strokes were driving him closer and closer to that white-hot blanking of the 


mind. 


Everything became crisp in that moment; the color of the walls, the way the light enveloped them, the way 
that Dave's hips rocked against his thigh as he stroked faster. 


And then the world went blank. 

Laughter drew him back, soft but not derisive, as he slumped back against the wall. Slowly the world came 
back into focus and he felt a thankful absence of stupidity as Dave bussed a quick kiss to his cheek 
affectionately. 


"Til next time, Bobby," he said with a wink, walking off and leaving Bob to tuck himself back into his pants. 


Next time, indeed. 


